3. THE SEARCH
And so, one man begins his search. He has been missing out on
something vital and he now begins to search for it. But, where should
he start to search? Within his family, his neighbourhood, in some ashram
or within himself? He begins to ask questions of all and sundry, but alas!
No one is able to answer him. Some even think that he is beginning to
go crazy and start avoiding him. A feeling of frustration fills him and
threatens to overpower him. What should he do? Where should he
search? Who will help and guide him?
When this problem beset man today, his recourse is to drink; he
took to drinking and tried to drown his problems in alcohol. In a vain
attempt to find peace of mind, some do start to take drugs and finally
become hopeless addicts. Some are of a different type. A good athlete,
so he jogged and ran himself into tired slumber and blissful oblivion.
Some do neither of these things. They are so earnest in their quest that
the guru had to come to them.
Prashant was strolling along one evening after dinner when he
met an acquaintance who casually mentioned that there would be a
spiritual discourse by Swami - in the playground opposite his home the
next evening. Thanks, the man walked on.
That night, he debated within himself. Should he or should he not
attend this lecture? What did he know of Swamijis after all? All that he
knew was that they went about in long ochre robes, professing to have
renounced all their worldly possessions! A couple of them he had
discovered to be cheats too. No, he would not even dream of demeaning
himself by attending a lecture given by such a 'rogue.!'
The next evening, however, he found himself drawn like a magnet
to the playground. He sat, a puzzled and lonely figure, awaiting the
Swami's arrival. The Swami arrived, and after a short prayer began his
talk. The topic was Bhakthi Yoga. As the teacher talked, he listened
spellbound to the sweet words pouring out from the Swami's lips and to
his moving descriptions of the desperate plight of a devotee whose love
for Lord Krishna was so great that the Lord Himself appeared in order
to save him. Prashant began to think. Was there really a Lord of the
Universe then? And was he really as merciful, and as kind, as the
Swamiji made him out to be? He must simply find out. After the hour-